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A THIEF IN THE NIGHT.

Miss Abigail sat straight upright
in bed. It was too dark to see any-
thing, but she listened with all the
intentness of a maiden lady's mid-

night ears.
She had heard something.
The noise was repeated. It was

the sharp ic- - crackling made by a
diamond cutting glass.

Miss Abigail softly slid from the
bed, and felt noiselessly about with
her bare feet until she touched her
quilted and beribboned bedroom
slippers. Leaning forward, she put
tbem on. and reached out to the foot
of the bed for her dressing-robe- . Just
as her hand touched its fleecy brittle
crack warned her to lose no time.
She put on the robe and knotted its
silk cord in front, listening keenly
meanwhile for what she knew would
be the next sound in the long-expecte- d

and often-rehearse- d series.
A muffled scraping assured her

that the burglar, having removed
the pane of glass, was pushing back
the window-catch- .

"I must make haste!" whispered
Miss Abigail.

Stepping with catlike silence across
the room, she opened the top draw-
er of her bureau, and laid her hand
upon the revolver in the front right-han- d

corner. Then from behind a
portrait of the Admiral, her father,
she drew forth a small dark-lanter- n.

Meanwhile her quickened hearing
followed the whole process of rais-
ing the window, though it was on
the floor below. Two deadened
thumps, barely distinguishable at
that distance, called out a whispered
comment from the lady:

"Awkward boor! he jumped in!"
With a sulphur match she lighted

the lantern, saw that it burn freeh',
and then softly drew the slide. The
light, that had shown brightly lor
but an instant, became condensed
into a single bright ray as she closed
the front of the lantern, and disap-
peared totally when the slide was
drawn.

Miss Abigail then retired to the
side of her room furthest from the
door, and seated herself in a favorite
rocking-chair- . Cautious footsteps
brushed to and fro upon the floor
downstairs.

"He must think I'm a fool if he ex-

pects to find the silver downstairs!"
remarked Miss Abigail, under her
breath. She was becoming im-

patient; inaction was a nervous
state to her. Presently her brows
relaxed in the darkness. She heard
the burglar coming up stairs. He
paused at her door; she heard him
breathing. Then she felt a cold
draught about her ankles. He had
opened the door.

"That," Miss Abigail reflected,
"shows that he has prepared a wa'
of escape downstairs. The cold
draught shows that beyond a
doubt." A sniffing sound gave her
another thought. "He smells the
tin of my lantern and its odor cer-
tainly is not pleasant!" she admit-
ted to herself. "But it's no time to
be fussy. Here goes 1" Then, snap-
ping back the lantern slide and level-
ling the revolver, Miss Abigail said,
sharply,

"Put up your hands !"
She had pointed lantern rays and

revolver at the foot of the bed, and
her judgment had been correct.
Lighted as by a calcium rav, there
stood within the illumined circle a
sallow thin man, closely buttoned
into a frock-coa- t, which (as Miss
Abigail noted even then) was very
shiny, and lacked two buttons. His
hands bung at his sides, and his
mouth was wide open.. His jaw had
dropped.

"Put up your hands ?"
The repeated command brought

him to his senses.
"Well, I'm d "
"Don't you swear; and put up

your hands! or I'll blow your
brains out," added Miss Abigail, so
cooilv that the man's hands went up.

"She's a regular " the man began,
but was interrupted.

"Hush!" Miss Abigail. "I will do
the talking just now. Go sit down.
There's a chair back of you; but
keep your hands up."

The man backed slowly until he
struck a chair with his heels. He
looked around to make certain of its
position, and then sat down.

Miss Abigail had kept both lantern
and revolver accurately ranged upon
the moving figure. The burglar had
not been unmindful of this, as his
next question showed.

"Beg pard'n, m'm " he began,
softly, and waited to see whether he
might go on.

"Yes?"
"But are you Miss Oakley?"
"Miss who?"
"Miss Oakley, m'm that shoots

in the Wild West, m'm Buffalo
Bill's, m'm?" '

Miss Abigail was not above tak-

ing a suggestion from the enemy.
"Then you've seen me shoot ?" she
inquired, easily.

"Oh, yes, 'm," said the burglar.
"I een you bustin' glass balls only
a month ago. And it was done
beautiful. I didn't know it was
your house, 'm. Indeed I didn't,
or I wouldn't 'a' dared"

"Put up vour hands!"
"Oh, yes,"'m! I forgot; truly I did,

Miss Oakley if you are Miss Oak-

ley."
" What weapons have you ?" asked

Miss Abigail.
"I've got a bull-do- g revolver,

mum."
"Oh ! Well, now I'm going to step

around behind you. Then you get
up when I tell you, and march over
to the wall, and stand there. Don't
vou look around."

"No, mum. I know when I m beat.
I aint goin' to give n trouble, only

I'd like to tell you how I come here."
"AH in good time." aid Miss

Abigail, serenely, as she took a wide
circie and came behind her prisoner,
keeping him well covered. "Now7
get up and march."

The burglar rose, still with his
arms extended, and marched slowly
to the wall.

"Next, you may fold your arms,"
said his captor.

"All right, mum. I'vedoneit often,"
remarked the burglar. "It's the
reglar penitentiary racket."

"I know it," said Miss Abigail.
"That is what I've heard."

As the burglar folded his arms,
Miss Abigail touched an electric but-
ton, and its quivering tinkle was
heard coming from the upper floor.

"My maid will be down in a few
minutes," said Miss Abigail, seating
herself in the chair the burglar
had left. "Meanwhile we must
wait. Is there anvthing vou wish
to sav to me ?"

"Only to explain how it came that
I thought of belpin' myself to your
silver," the burglar remarked, with-
out moving. "The fact is, I'm pretty
well broke."

"Wh3r dont you get some honest
work to do ?"

"Dont like it," said the burglar,
very frankby. "Never could stand
bein' bossed round by another man.
I dont mind a lady's doin' it special-
ly when she's handy with a re-

volver."
"No nonsense now," said Miss

Abigail, with dignity.
"Beg pard'n, mum; no offence, I

hope. I only meant to say that I
took to burglary because I enjoy it.
I'm not one of the snivelling kind,
anj'how. I'm a burglar, and I'm
proud of it."

"You havent much to be proud of
tonight, said Miss Abigail
s liar pi v.

"Oh, the night's not over yet,"
said the burglar, easiiy. "I've got
out o' worse fixes than this."

Miss Abigail began to be a little
uneasy.

"I wont have any nonsense," she
said, abruptly.

"Don't be disturbed," said the
burglar, reassuringly. "I wont hurt
you!"

"I should think notJ" responded
Miss Abigail, indiguantlj'.

"But I mean to get out of this
scrape," said the blurgar. "I dont
mean to do anything that will bring
me into the electricity chair, mum;
but I'm going to get away."

Miss Abigail said no more, but she
became impatient for the appearance
of the maid. She rang the bell
again.

Footsteps came along the hall,
and there was a knock at the door.

"Come in !" said Miss Abigail, in a
tone of great relief.

The maid, entered, and for a mo-
ment stood speechless surveying the
group of two the man facing the
wall, and Miss Abigail sitting on
guard with lantern and revolver.

"Lucinda," said Miss Abigail,
"light the gas."

"But" the maid began.
"Light the gas," repeated her mis-

tress.
Lucinda found a match, and in a

moment more the rays of the lantern
were lost in the general illumination.

"Now," said Miss Abigail, "this
man is a robber a burglar."

"Oh!" shrieked the maid.
"Don't be silly! said Abigail, im-

patiently ; "but listen. He has a re-

volver in his right-han- d pocket."
"If you please, mum," remarked

the burglar, "can't you let me give
you the revolver. My arms are so
stiff that I""Silence!" broke in his captor.
"That wili come in good time. As I
said, Lucinda, he has a revolver, and
we must get it. You go over and
take it out of his pocket, and if he
moves I'll make him wish he
hadn't."

"Miss Abigail, I'd like to oblige
you," the maid protested earnest',
"but I dont dare. I dont really
and trul-!- "

"Well, then," said Miss Abigail,
impatiently, "what good are ou ?

I can't keep the man here all night.
Suppose you take the revolver, then,
and I'll disarm him."

"If I might make a suggestion,"
the burglar remarked, with deference,
"I would say "

"Hush!" said Miss Abigail, sharp-1- '.

"Do you think, Lucinda, you
could hit him with the revolver?"

"No, ma'am," said Lucinda. "I
know I couldn't. Why, Im shaking
all over! I couldn't hit anything
even if I knew how to fire the gun
and I don't. Shan't I go for an of-
ficer?"

"You know, Lucinda'" said Miss
Abigail, scornfully, "that there isn't
a policeman within five miles. The
burglar knows it too, I'll warrant."

"Yes, mum," the burglar murmur-
ed. And then he went on, hastily,
"I was goin' to suggest please
don't stop me, mum that I have no
objection to giving up the bulld-

og-"
"Bull-dog!- " Lucinda exclaimed.
"Only ray pistol, miss," the

burglar went on. "I have reasons
for wantin' to get rid of it. Now if
you'll let me unfold my arms a
minute I'll put mj' coat on the floor,
and the young lady 1 mean Miss
Lucinda, mum she can pick it up.
Have I your consent, mum ?"

"Yes," said Miss Abigail, after a
short pause. She didn't see any way
out of the difficulty without some
risk.

Very slowly, and like a conjurer
who demonstrates that all is to be
fair and above board, the burglar
relaxed his arms, took his coat by
the lapels, and drew it off. He then
allowed it to fall to the floor. The
revolver proved its presence by a
heavy thud as it teached the ground.
The burglar then resumed his former
position, with folded arms.

THE ST. JOHNSBURY CALEDONIAN, FEBRUARY 22, 18H4.

"Go and fret the coat, Lucinda." said
Miss Abigail.

Lucinda summoned all her courage,
made a short rush ac ross the room,
snatched the coat, and scurried back.
She dropped the coat at Miss Abigail's
feet.

"Is that your only weapon?" asked
Miss Abigail.

"Yes, mum," said the burglar. "I
don't mean to give you any trouble at
all. I know when a man or a lady-g-ets

the best on me. Now, mum, if
you'll kindly take the bull-do- g out of my
pocket, I'd rather put on my coat
again.

"Lucinda, take the revolver out of the
coat," Miss Abigail said.

"But I'm afraid to touch it," Lucinda
said, timorousty.

"Nonsense!" said her mistress; "hand
the coat to me."

Lucinda lilted the coat, and Miss Abi
gail removed the revolver from the
pocket, laving it upon a small table at
her side. Then she threw the coat across
the room; and the burglar stooped, pick-
ed it up, and began to put it on.

"Now, mum," he said, moving slowly
around to face Miss Abigail, "1 haven't
anv weapons, and you've got the best of
me". If you'll kindly lower the point of
your gun. I'll say a few words to you be-

fore I go."
He leaned easily against the wall,

putting his hands into his trousers
pockets.

Miss Abigail eyed him for a few
seconds, and then slowly lowered her re-

volver. She still kept it ready for use,
however.

"Are you a coward ?" Miss Abigail
asked, "suddenly. "Why did you give
up your pistol so readily ?"

"If you won't get mad," said the
burglar, smiling, "I'll tell you."

"I can keep my temper," said Miss
Abigail, with some reserve. "Proceed."

"It's like this," said the man. "You
see, you're a woman. A very spirited
kind of a woman but still a woman.
Now, women are queer. They are al-

ways afraid of guns."
Miss Abigail straightened herself.
"I don't wish to offend you, you know,

but it's a fact," the burglar went on.
"I've been knockin' round the world
quite a piece, and women are always
afraid of guns. That's what Icalled you
Miss Oakley. It was to kind of give you
confidence, and make you think I was
seared. See? Then 1 knew you wouldn't
be taking a shot at me before you
thought. I gave up sity bull-do- g so's
you wouldn't be seared. I wanted you
to have plenty or" confidence. You see,
I'm an old liaud at this business. And
I'll take a chair it you don't mind."

Before Miss Abigail could collect her-

self he had drawn up a chair and seated
himself.

"Sit down, Lucinda," he remarked.
Miss Abigail gasped, but Lucinda

docilely seated herself on the edge of
Miss Abigail's bed.

"I had a pal once," said the burglar, ap-
parently quite at his ease, "who got
shot by scarin' a lady like you. She had
a gun just as you have and plenty o'
nerve same as you. And instead of
puttin up his hands, as the lady re-

quested him (in words to that effect; she
hadn't it quite so pat as you, mum),
he tried to draw his gun. Well, o'
course she pinked him."

"Pinked him ?" inquired Miss Abigail.
"Yes, mum : through the lung. I got

him away while the lady was faintin',
but he never recovered. He became a
gardener or somethin', and died of it."

"But " began Miss Abigail.
"Just a moment more and I'll go,"

said the burglar. "You see, he didn't
know how a woman with a gun should
be treated. Now my way is like I've
shown you. If the lady gets the drop
on you, put up your hands. Make her
think you're scared. Give her all the
rope she'll take, until she is quiet and
cool just as you are now, mum. Then
when you're certain she's quiet and not
a bit scared why, then you know she
hasn't the heart to fire a gun at a live
man, even if he is a professional. So
now, mum, being sure you don't mean
to murder a man in cold blood when all
he wants is to get quietly out of the
way, I'll bid vou a very pleasant good-
night."

And at the word the burglar rose,
and sauntered coolly across the room
toward the two women. Miss Abigail
raised her revolver from her lap. but the
burglar only smiled at her and paused.
The revolver dropped again.

With a nor) the burglar went to the
door, opened it, passed through,
cIoecl the door again, and then ran
down the stairs as fast as his feet would
carry- - him.

The women remained speechless until
they heard the iVont door close. Then
Lucinda said,

"Why, he's forgotten his revolver!"
"You gump!" said Miss Abigail.

"Why don't vou show some spirit?"
"What could I do?" Lucinda said,

beginning to cry.
"There, there!" remarked Miss Abi-

gail. "I'm glad he's gone. I didn't
know what iu the world to do with him,
and he knew I didn't, the rascal! Oh,
who would be a woman ?" Tudor
Jenks in Harper's Weekly.

Nothing tojtaild On

In a Hopeless Condition
CATARRHAL NEURALCIA AND AL-

MOST PARALYZED, CURED BY

Hood's Sarsaparilla
"Two years ago I was taken sick with ca-

tarrhal neuralgia and a complication of dis-
eases, including

Nervous Prostration.
I had four doctors here and then went to

Boston, where I was treated by two physi-
cians. They all said there was no help for
me. I was run down so low there was noth-
ing to build on. They said I had catarrh of
the bladder. 1 had such light feelings in my
head I could hardly walk around the house.
My throat came near beingparalyzed, and it
was with the greatest difficulty I could swal-
low. I became discouraged, but decided to
try again. I am glad I did. When I com-
menced taking Hood's Sarsaparilla I weighed
98 pounds ; now I weigh 139 pounds. I
could not stand on my feet long enough to
wash my dishes ; now I can do all my work,
washing included, for five in the family. Bv-er- y

one exclaims when they see me.
How Well You Are looking."

Mrs. E. E. BROWN, Easton, N. H.

HOOD'S PILLS cure all liver ills, bilious-
ness jaundice, indigestion, sick headache. 25.

TENEMENT TO RENT
A good tenement to rent in the upper story

of the North section of the Bank block, Main
street. Inquire of

William higgins

CEDAR POSTS FOR SALE.
Five thousand No. 1 Cedar Posts for ale,

all siaes. J. E. WOODRUFF,
Passampsic.

PASKOLA.
A Flesh Forming Food

( Artificially. Digested.)

For pale, thin people. The tired
and weary feeling which accom-

panies all wasting diseases will be
relieved at once, the wasting will
be arrested and new healthy tissue
will be formed so that they will
become plump and strong. An in-

crease in weight will be noticed
at once. It is stimulating although
it contains no alcohol. It is
assimilated without digestive ef-

fort. Paskola supersedes Cod
Liver Oil, but has not its repulsive
taste. Send for pamphlet. Agents
wanted everywhere. Address

The Pre-Digest- ed Food Co.,
I6S Dunne Ml reef, New York.

FOR SALE BY

CO. BINGHAM,St. Johnsbury,Vt.

Travellers' Guide.

BOSTON & MAINE E. E.
PASWUJIPSIt! DIVISION

WINTER ARRANGEMENT, JAN. 21, '94-- .

Trainn I,fne Mi. Johnnburf.
GOING SOUTH.

For Concord, Manchester, Nashua, Lowell
and Boston via White River Junction,
12.30, and D.OO a. m.. arriving at Bos-
ton M.02 a. m., 4-- . 4-- p. m.

For Concord, Manchester. Nashua, Lowell
and Boston via Wells River and Plymouth,
1.4-- a.m. (daily). 9.00 a. m., 2.33 p. m.
Arriving at Boston, y.05 a. in.. S.35p. m.por Bellows Falls, Northampton, Spring-
field. Hartford. New Haven and New York,
12.30 and ).OD a. in.

For Newbury, Bradford. Norwich and White
River Junction, 12. 3(J a. ni., 9.00 a. in.,
and COS p. m.

For Passumpsic. Baraet and Mclndoes,
9.00 a. m., and G.08 r. m.

For Wells River. 12. 3) a. m.. 1.40 a. in.,
O.OO n. in., and 2.33 anil G.OM i.. m.

For Montpclier and Littleton i a. m., 2.33
p. m.

GOING NORTH.
For Lyndonville and Newport, 2.22 a. m

3.1T, a. rn.. 10.50 a.m.,3.10p.m.,-1.43p.m- .

For West Burke, Barton and Barton Land-
ing. 3.15 a. ru., 10.50 a. m., p m.

For Stanstead and Derby Line, Massawippi,
North Hatlev, Lennoxville and Sherbrooke,
3.15 and 10.30 a. m.

For Quebec via Sherbrooke and Grand Trunk
Ry., 3.15 a. m.

For Quebec via Sherbrooke and Quebec Cen-
tral Ry., 3.15 a.m.

For Montreal via Sherbrooke and Grand
Trunk Ry., 3.15 a.m.

For Montreal via Newport and Canadian
Pacific Ry., 2.22 a. m. (daily;, 3.10 p. m.

D. W. SANBORN, " H. E. FOLSOM.
Gen. Supt. Div. Supt.

January 22, 1R9-1- .

CONCOED & MONTREAL R. K.

Passenger Service
from St. Johnsbury.

For Woodsville, Plymouth, Laeonia, Til-to- n,

Concord, Manchester. Nashua, Lowell
and Boston, l.O (ex.), 9.00 a. m., 2.33
(ex.) p. m. Arrive Boston 8.02 a. ni., 4-- . .

8.35 p. m.
Sundays 1.40 a.m., arrive Boston S.02 a.m.
The l.O a. m. train (daily) has through

passenger and sleeping car.
For St. Johnsbury via Plymouth and Wells

River.
Leave Boston 9.00 (ex.) a.m., 8.00 (ex.)

p. m. Sundays 8.00 p. ni .

Leave Lowell 9.4-- (ex.) a. m.. 8.4-- (ex.)
p. m. Sundays S.4-- p. m.

Leave Nashua Jc. lO.l 2 (ex.) a.m., 9.07 (ex.)
p. m. Sundays 9.07 p. m.

Leave Manchester 1 0.41 (ex.) a. m., 9.37,
(ex.) p. m. Sundays 9.37 p. m.

Leave Concord 11.20 "(ex.) a. m.,10.15 (ex.)
p. m. Sundays 10.15 p. ra.

Arr. St. Johnsbury 3.10 p. in.. 2.17 a.m.
The 9.00 a.m. train from Boston week days

and the 2.17 a. m. train (daily I havethrough passenger and sleeping ears.
T. A. MacKINNON,

Gen. Manager.
F. K. BROWN. G. P. A.

ST. JOHNSBURY AND
LAKE CHAMPLAIN R. R.

Winter Arrangement, Nov. 19, 1893.
Tmiu Lcnvc Wt. Johnvbury.

GOING WEST.
For Oanville, Hardwick, Morrisville. Cam-

bridge Junction. Bur ington, St. Albans
and Kutlind 7.32 a. m.

For Danville, West Danville. Wnlden. Greens-
boro, East Hardwick, Hardwick, Morris-vill- e

and Hyde Park., 7.32 a. m., 3.40p. m., and A.50 p. m.
For Johnson, Cambridge Junction, Burling-

ton. Fletcher, Fairfieid, Sheldon, Highgate
and Swanton, 3.4U p. m.

For Staubridge, St. Johns, and Montreal via
East Swanton, 3.4,0 p. m.

GOING EAST.
For East St. Johnsbury. North Concord,

Miles Pond and Lunenburg, 2.30 a. m.,
2.4-- p.m., 4..5S p. m., (mixed)- -

For Whitefield, Fabyans, Crawfords, Glen,
North Conway, Fryeburg, Portland,
Brunswick, Lewiston, Augusta, Waterville,Bangorand St. John. 2.30 a. m., 2.43 p. m.

For Boston via North Conway, 2.30 a. m.
H. E. FOLSOM, D. J. FLANDERS,

Supt. Gen. Pass. Agt.

MAINE OENTEAL E. E.
Through the White Mountains

To Lancaster, Colebrook, North Coaway,
Boston, Portland. Lewiston, Bangor, Bar

Harbor and St. John.
On and after Dec. 11, 1893.

a.m. p.m. p.m. p.m. p.m.
Lan;aster lv. 3.30, 12.30, 3.30, 5.05. 7.30
Jefferson. " 3.50, 12.4-7- , 3.46,5.4-5,7.4-
Quebec Jet. ar. 4..00, l.OO, 6.10, 8.00" lv. 5.00, 1.20, 8.20
Whitefield, ar. 5.20, 1.30, 8.32St.Johnsbury 2.4-5- , 9.4--

a m. a.m. p.m. p.m. p.m.
St.Johnsbury 2.30, Mix- - 2.45,
Whitefield, 4.12. ed 3.57,
QuebecJct.. 4.20, 6.42, 1.25, 4.08, 8.25
Jefferson, 4.32, 6.55, 1.35. 4.17, 8.36Lancaster, 4.50, 7.10, 2.oO, 4.35, 8.54

Leave
St. Johnsb'y 2.30 a.m., 2.45 p.m.
No. Conway 6.14 6.00 p.m
Bmlon l.OO p.m.
Portland 8.25a.m., 8.10p.m.
Boston via Portland,

1 .00 p. m.. 6 00 a.m.
Lewiston 9.40 a.m., 1.25 a.m.
Bangor 6.30p.m., 5.00
Bar Harbor 9. 30 10.15
St. John 5.35 a. ni. 1.4-Op.-

Trains arrive at St. Johnsbury from Boston,
Portland, Lewiston, Augusta. North Con-
way and White Mountain resorts 2.45 and
9.40 p. m.

PAYSON TUCKER, V. P. & Gen. Mgr.
F. E. BOOTH BY. G. P. & T. A.

SKATES SHARPENED
while you wait

A. B. NOYES & CO.'S.

We would like the
Housekeeper's
Attention
For a minute.

1 Bale Extra Bleached Cotton, 36 in.,
1 " Unbleached Cotton, 36 in.,

1 lot extra " 10-- 4,

1 " Bleached, 10-- 4,

1 case Best Ginghams,
1 " 27 in. Colored Outings,
2000 yds. all wool 36 in. Dress Goods,

8c yd.

Most of this lot was recently bought for this sale and it
will be difficult to select a piece in the entire lot which is not
actually cheap at 50c per yard.

We also offer about 1000 yds, strictly all wool Carpeting
at 47V2C per yard.

50 prs. Cheneille Portieres $3.37 to $11.98 per pair, which
is two to four dollars under regular price.

20,000 rolls New Wall Papers selected from the cream of
five large manufactories, i

59 to 61
RAILROAD
STREET.

L

The Keeley Institute

6o

5c

6V4o

6o
29c

For Opium and
.Tlontpelier, Trrnicni.

The Montpelier Institute is the only authorized branch in Vermont of the famous Lester E.
Keeley Co., of Dwight, 111., for thr cure of

IJOIOK, OPIOI, AND TOBACCO HABITS,
bv the use of the Double Chloride of Gold Remedies.

The U. S. Government has adopted these remedies in twenty-eigh- t Soldiers and Sailors'
Homes, and they are strongly indorsed by progressive physicians, philanthropists, and
divines, including Dr. T. DeWitt Talmage of Brooklyn, N. Y., who recently addressed the
oOO patients at Dwight, 111. Carefully kept records show that 95 per cent of cures by these
remedies are permanent, and that about 90,000 homes have already been made happy by
them.

Montpelier is justly noted as one of the most beautiful villages in Vermont, a state noted
lor its beautiful villages. The immediate surrounding scenery is romantic to a degree, the
drives exceedingly interesting, and the town itself one of lovely homes with well kept sur-
roundings. For further information address

THE KEELEY INSTITUTE, or BOX 74, VT.
All l'rrepondeBce Confidential.

First

oug
ros. &
mythe

Drunkenness.

Class Ranges

MONTPELIER,

Marked Down Sale
:OF:

For the Next 60 Days or until sold, 1 shall offer a
Large Stock of First Class Ranges at Prices that
will Defy Competition. These will include the
following well-kno- wn makes:

STERLING, SURE LUCK, PARIS, HOME COM-

FORT and HOME ARGAND RANGES.

These are all First Class, Highest Priced Ranges in
the Market, and will be sold at Panic Prices.
Come early to get a good choice.

This offer is for Cash or Approved Note for 30 or
60 days. This opportunity will not occur
again for years. Remember the place,

CARPENTER'S,
Pythian Building,

89 EASTERN AVE., ST. JOHNSBURY, VT.

In Plain Sight of the Railroad Station.


